TRANSLATED FROM THEODORE DE BANVILLE
X70UTH untouched by gravity,
I Bright as sun in Italy, Guard thy golden levity.
This is wisdom !   To love wine, Beauty too, and spring divine; Let others go.   Let these be thine.
Nod to fate among thy foes,
And when thou greetest the primrose
Quaff her beauty ere she goes.
To the corpse locked in the grave What is left ? Why nothing, save The love some months of spring-time gave.
" Each event a cause supposes,"
Sullen age research imposes.
Words! words!   Come and gather roses.